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The British held him in quite different esteem, for in the
latter part of the World War he had helped to raise three
regiments of Arab cavalry to aid Allenby and the Allies
against the Turks, had given several hundred camel-loads
of grain from his own stores to feed the troops; he be-
came a colonel of native forces in the British army, and
was cited for personal bravery in the official British dis-
patches.

As for us, we found the "savage bandit" a delightful
host and a charming man.

Dinner was served on the terrace by two black slaves
who might have stepped from the pages of The Thousand
and One Nights.> with their flowing robes and jeweled
daggers. But if they furnished a Haroun el Reshid
background, the meal itself was "modern35 to the last
touch. There was a long table with spotless napery, a
profusion of silver, tall-stemmed glasses, and Sevres
porcelain. The champagne was Cordon Rouge 1912.

Under its mellowing influence, Hussein Pasha, employ-
ing a polyglot French-English, became absorbed in re-
peating for Katie's benefit an edifying tale which he had
just told in Arabic concerning a certain Jew and twelve
watermelon seeds. The tale was temporarily interrupted
by a dish of partridges, and Hussein Pasha, now feeling
quite at home in his own castle, absent-mindedly seized
one of the birds in his great warrior's fist, and bit there-
from a kingly chunk, flesh, bone, gristle, and all.

And it was then that I began to love him, for out of the
embarrassment that flitted across his face as his jaws
crunched the mighty morsel, there gradually appeared an
apologetic grin, and turning to Katie, he said: "Please
do not blame me, madam; it is my old association with